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	1. Chapter 1

**Note: What's this? Well, it's my very first (and possibly only) HiJack story! /Fanfare/ I love Icelandic Hiccup so... yeah... I hope you do too! I hope you enjoy this! ((This is also posted on my tumblr - fluffduckling))**

**I own nothing!**

* * *

><p>Deep breath in your nose, out your mouth. One moment of calm and recollection. A second to frantically pull all your emotions together and put them into place.<p>

Hiccup opened his eyes and looked up at the sign hung over the front entrance of his new school. The letters were all mostly familiar, some missing their accents, and others just made no sense to him in their order. He took another deep breath and wracked his brain for the pronunciations of all the letters and letter groups.

He was going to Burgess High School (if his English served him right). It was a tiny school in a tiny town in a huge state in an even larger country. But Hiccup was thankful for that; the tiny school, not the huge country.

He didn't know what he would do if he'd been uprooted from his tiny village and placed in a large city like New York or somewhere in California. Probably die, so says his dramatic conscience. That or worse. Get lost.

Hiccup tore his eyes from the building and to the sheet of paper in his hands. It was typed up in English, but he had made notes the day prior in Icelandic on what some of the larger words meant so he didn't have to stumble around too bad his first day, looking for the main office.

There were students milling about, even though school didn't start for another hour or so, and all Hiccup could hear was a mosquito buzz as they all talked in rapid English. Maybe he wasn't ready for this. Maybe he'd overestimated his confidence in the language and now he'd be uttering broken half sentences that didn't even make half-sense until he was shipped off back home to his much more comfortable Icelandic village.

Hiccup followed the map, matching the letters on the paper to the ones on the signs hanging over doors until he found the office. He knocked hesitantly and was ushered in immediately by a young woman in glasses and a pants suit.

"Hello, is there something the matter?" She asked. "Can I see your ID?"

Hiccup stared blankly at her for a moment, trying to translate in his head what it was she was saying so he didn't look stupid.

"A-Ah…" ID, Hiccup knew what that was. He quickly fumbled for the plastic card that had been made for him to identify himself as himself. He thrust it at the woman and she nodded.

"Did you have a question Henrik?"

"_J-Já_. Ah, yes." He stumbled and stuttered for another moment before he decided to just hand over the paper.

"Oh? Oh! You're the exchange student! Oh, dear, yes! Here," the woman shuffled through a few papers before handing a few to Hiccup. "These are for your host family and this one," she handed the last one separately, "is your schedule. Do you understand, sweetie?"

Hiccup looked at the papers, trying to catch a few words that the woman was saying. He caught family and schedule. He nodded his head and stuffed the first few papers into his bag, clutching his new schedule like a lifeline.

"Er, thank you," he said, his accent sticking out strongly in the first utterance he'd managed to not mess up too badly.

"You're welcome, dear. If you have any more questions, just ask me or anyone else. Burgess is a very helpful place. Have a nice day now."

Hiccup gave a tiny wave as he left the office, his head hung over the paper in his hands. He had English at the very beginning of the day. He gave a sigh of relief. At least he'd get some help soon.

Finding the English Department wasn't as tough as he'd thought it would be. The walls of the school were decorated heavily with student projects and Hiccup used those as guides, walking past dates and historical figures and past silly drawings with words he could definitely say were not English and soon he found himself passing a library. The classrooms surrounding the haven of books were all part of the English Department and then Hiccup only had to follow the numbers on the doors.

Oh, but surprise surprise, English was nothing like he thought it would be.

As soon as he'd walked into the classroom, he was handed a book and pointed towards a desk and given an order to begin reading poems from the ancient world.

Hiccup took a glance around the room, hoping to spy maybe a childish alphabet strip or something he'd be able to cheat off of to help him remember the pronunciations, but all he saw were faces of old authors and old projects from students long since graduated. What kind of English class was this?

The book in his hands was pretty thin so Hiccup flipped through it, not understanding half. The chalkboard had numbers on it so he flipped to see if they were in the book and just started reading from there when he found the book did in fact have that many pages.

As it turned out, English class was actually more like a Literature class. Real English class, when you spent the whole hour learning definitions and spelling, apparently ended in elementary. Hiccup was so screwed now.

Math was pretty simple. The numbers were all the same and he was pretty good with numbers if he did say so himself. He busied himself with multiplication and division, figuring xs and ys.

Hiccup had garnered more than his fair share of stares by the time lunch was being served. Apparently Burgess didn't get newcomers often and the news that a foreign exchange student would be transferring for a whole year to their little school had spread like wildfire until even the lowly freshmen knew what was going on.

But despite all the stares and whispering, not a single one of the students had come up to Hiccup themselves, asking his name or introducing their selves.

Lunch was a fiasco. It was a stampede for the serving lines, but also simultaneously, it seemed every seat was taken. Hiccup wandered around the cafeteria, searching for any empty seat and just gave up after five minutes of walking around like an idiot. He found a spot in the back corner, where it was less crowded due to the lack of tables and sat himself on the floor and ate his lunch in his lap, while going over his schedule for the millionth time that day.

"That floor's disgusting, you know."

Hiccup took another bite of the sandwich his host mother had made him that morning after she'd begged for him to tell her what kinds of foods he liked. He'd blushed and stumbled over his words and told her that whatever she made would be fine.

"Hey! Dude, seriously."

Hiccup glanced up as a hand came to wave in front of his face. A boy was standing in front of him with a smirk on his face. Oh Gods. Here it finally starts.

"You can come eat at my table if you want. That floors pretty rank." The boy held his hand out and Hiccup took it in a daze. Weren't all American teenagers supposed to be bullies? But helping someone up was a pretty kind gesture…

"You're that exchange kid right? From Norway?"

Hiccup scoffed. "As if."

"Woah, okay." The kid held his hands up in submission. "So you're not him. But you're new so…"

"N-No," Hiccup stuttered. "I-I am… Exchange student. F-From Iceland. Not Norway." He flushed, feeling guilty for seeming rude. "I am sorry."

"So you are him! Awesome! So, what's your name? I'm Jack. Jack Overland." He held his hand out again and Hiccup took it once more and they shook.

"Henrik Haddock. Nice meet you, Jack."

"Nice to meet you too, Henrik. So, my tables right over there," he gestured vaguely with his arm and led Hiccup toward a round table full of people. Hiccup wiped his sweaty palms on his jeans. He prayed they talked slower than Jack.

"Hey guys," Jack said as they sat down. He pulled Hiccup into an empty seat and began introductions. "This is Henrik. He's the guy from Iceland, not Norway." He smirked towards Hiccup.

"Henrik, this is Anna and Aster and Other Anna and Sandy. Sandy's from Germany, Henrik. That's kind of like Iceland, right?"

Hiccup smiled at the group of people, waving shyly. He heard Jack ask as question and stared at him for a second. "U-Um, Germany not Iceland. It is much colder and different." He gave another shy smile.

"Ah, well, potato, potatoe. Oh! And Aster's from Australia. That's definitely not like Iceland. Or Burgess, for that matter. Tell 'em, Bunny."

"Yeah, mate, it's pretty sunny down under. Do you get snow often in Iceland?"

Hiccup nodded. "In winter." He glanced down at his things, feeling awkward and unsure. Talking with his friends back home was so easy, despite the whole language thing. They were familiar, but these kids weren't. He didn't know their sense of humor or what could offend them and he didn't want to be outcast after just meeting them. For now, simple answers were a go-to.

"So, Jack, do you have any siblings in Iceland? What's your family like?" The first Anna asked, leaning forward and smiling brightly at him, showing off her pearly whites.

"Ah, no. Just me." He shrugged and gave a tiny, close-lipped smile. "I live with father and mother is gone."

"Oh, I'm sorry." Anna pet his hand and smiled kindly at him some more. "Anyways, how do you like Burgess? Is it very different from where you're from? Where are you from in Iceland?"

"Ah, I am from Burk. Tiny island, not much of anything. It is very different here. Warmer and loud."

Hiccup was bombarded with loads of questions from each of the kids and in the process he'd found that Sandy was mute, but that didn't stop him from being very charismatic in his questioning of Hiccup's life in Iceland.

By the time lunch was over, Hiccup had given a few laughs and felt himself loosening up a tiny bit. Jack showed him his next class and gave him shortcuts to the last few. He promised to find Hiccup the next day so they could eat lunch together again, only if he wanted to that was.

Hiccup's host mother picked him up from school at the end of the day. He saw her minivan and scurried towards it, dodging other kids and a few teachers to the safety of the lovely woman who was working hard to make him feel welcome to both her country and her home.

"How was school, Henrik?" Val asked as she pulled out of the parking lot. Hiccup had slammed the door almost before he'd actually gotten into the car and tugged his seatbelt on, hoping she would start the car quicker if he did.

"It was long," he said sheepishly. "But nice."

"Did you meet any friends yet?"

"I don't know. I met kids, but I'm not sure if they are friends yet."

"Well, I'm sure they will be soon. Everyone in Burgess is pretty nice, even the kids." Val focused on the road as she questioned about Hiccups day, wanting to know if he was doing okay.

"C-Could I call my father?" Hiccup asked as they were pulling into Val's driveway. He ducked his head and flushed a little.

"Of course! You don't need to ask! You know the numbers to call out of the country?" Hiccup nodded. He'd written them down as soon as he'd gotten them in a meeting before he'd ever even left Iceland and he'd not let go of them. He knew they were his lifeline to the only family he had left while he was out on his little adventure.

"I-I just want to tell him about day."

"Of course, dear," Val said kindly. "You take the phone in your room so it can be private. I'll start dinner afterwards. Do you mind helping out?" Hiccup nodded and promised to be quick as he took the phone and inched towards his room.

He closed the door quietly and dropped his bag onto the desk in the corner and quickly pulled out the series of numbers he had to dial before dialing into Iceland and then finally his father's phone. As he clicked the 'talk' button, he prayed that his father was home from work.

The phone rang many times and it even went to the voicemail so Hiccup started talking to it, hoping that his father just needed a few more seconds to get to the phone.

Stoic answered the phone just before Hiccup was ready to hang up with a frown.

"_Halló_? Henrik?"

"_Pabbi_?"

"Ah! Henrik! You call late here! I was almost asleep!"

"Sorry, _Pabbi_."

"No, it's fine, son. How are you? How was your day? The village was asking after your all day."

"It was fine. Nothing special. How was your day?"

"Long." Stoic gave a hearty laugh. "Fishing is a long process, you know Henrik."

Hiccup nodded at the phone. "Yeah, dad, I know. How's Toothless? Is he doing okay without me?"

Stoic laughed again. "That cat is lost without you, Henrik. He yowls at the door in the morning and sleeps in your bed when he'd not looking for you."

Hiccup sighed fondly. "Well, make sure to give him a scratch under the chin from me. He likes that."

Hiccup talked with his father for a few more minutes before wrapping up and fishing the papers from that morning from his bag to give to Val.

The robust woman was in the kitchen, cutting up vegetables into neat little cubes. Hiccup wondered what on earth she could be making.

"These are for you," Hiccup said softly as he walked up behind her. "I don't know what they are." He said with a shrug. "Can I help?"

Val set the knife down and skimmed over the papers. She passed a few zucchini along and an extra knife to Hiccup, asking for cubes the best he could. "I need to sign these and then you give them back to whoever gave them to you. Alright, Henrik?"

Dinner was another awkward affair. It wasn't nearly as bad as the first dinner he had with his host family, but it was nothing like the loud meals he had with his father and uncle and cousin. Val and her husband tried to entice Hiccup into the conversation they were holding, but he was shy the entire time and gave simple answers that were short and to the point.

While he was helping wash up, he promised Val that he wouldn't be so awkward soon. He told her he was shy and she laughed and told him she'd been the same way as a child. "Of course, I was never in another country where everyone spoke a different language. You've been far braver than I would have been at your age. Take your time warming up to us, it's fine, really."

The next day went rather the same. Hiccup fumbled with his words as the talked to any adult and he kept his answers simple to anything asked of him. None of the other students approached him on his second day either and he felt slightly relieved for that.

He ate lunch with Jack and his friends again and they asked him a whole new barrage of questions that he answered happily, smiling more than he had the day before even laughing at their jokes (though he didn't understand some of them).

Jack was a very nice kid and Hiccup was warming up to him quickly. He made the whole 'from another country' thing not as awkward as Hiccup seemed to and the Icelandic native was fast learning how to loosen up around him like with his friends back home.

The energetic youth was fast becoming a fixation in the foreigners stay in America. Hiccup very shyly asked Val one day if he could invite a friend over and she graciously accepted his request. (She may have even gone a bit overboard on dinner that night as well.) And now Jack regularly came over to Val's home to visit Hiccup.

It was before just before Christmas break that Jake learned Hiccup's nickname.

And Gods was that an embarrassing day.

It was lunchtime and Hiccup was enjoying his lunch that Val had made. Anna and Other Anna were making jokes that the group were all laughing at when Hiccup swallowed his juice wrong.

In between guffaws and choking on his apple juice, Hiccup began to, well, hiccup; very rapidly at first and then in a steady rhythmical balance of hiccupping and breathing and still choking on his juice.

Jack was quick to start pounding on Hiccup's back and the juice soon cleared from his airway, but the hiccups were relentless. Hiccup hiccupped for the rest of lunch break and his new friends were not ones to let it go.

The two Annas laughed and patted his back while smiling brightly and mischievously. Aster tried to give tips on getting rid of them and Sandy made wild hand gestures that were somewhere between actual signs and Sandy-gibberish.

"_Ó Guð_!" Hiccup moaned and he hiccupped again, loud and sounding more like a squeak. His face was bright red and he just wanted to float back to Iceland in a raft, forgetting this had ever happened.

By the time the lunch bell had rung and Hiccup was still hiccupping, Jack became worried. "Are you sure you're okay, Hen? You don't need to go to the nurse or anything?" The two boys were walking to the intersection where they would split to go to their next class.

"I-I'm – _hic_ – fine. Really. A-Actually, I get th –_hic_ – them all the time."

"Not that I've seen," Jack said with a smirk as Hiccup tried holding his breath, but only got himself dizzy and hiccupping rapidly again.

"Oh, I get them in class all the time. It's very embarrassing." He hiccupped three more times and had to catch his breath.

"Well, in that case," Jack said with an evil grin, his eyes narrowed playfully, "Hiccup."

Hiccup immediately covered his face, hiccupping behind his hands. "Oh Gods. The Gods hate me."

"What's wrong, Hiccup?"

Hiccup sighed and slumped his shoulders. "My friends call me that back home. I got the hiccups when I was little and my friend Astrid, remember?, she started calling me that and it stuck!" There was another attack of hiccups and Jack laughed.

"Really? That's great! So like, your nickname is Hiccup?"

"Yeah."

"Ooh, I gotta tell Anna."

Hiccup just let it be as he hiccupped until the end of school, apologizing to every teacher whose lesson he had to sit through, trying to reign in his hiccups as they made a steady stream of noise in the unusually quiet classrooms.


	2. Chapter 2

**Note: So... here's some more Icelandic!Exchange Student!Hiccup with some random Icelandic tossed in to make you think. ;) I hope you enjoy reading, even though it's not Christmas anymore. **

**Also, the Þ character is pronounced like th- as in the or Thor! **

**I own nothing!**

* * *

><p>Christmas was definitely different from what Hiccup and his father celebrated in Iceland.<p>

His dad was a very festive person so every year since even before Hiccup had been born he'd been one of the men to dress up as one of the thirteen jólasveinn. Hiccup had early memories of crying in his mother's arms as a tiny hook pilfered one of the sausages they hung in the hearth for _Ketkrókur_ on St. Þorlákur's Day. Other years, Stoic would dress as _Gluggagækir_, peeping in the window and scaring poor little Hiccup into her arms once again. Hiccup cried a lot when he was a toddler during Christmas time.

Well, Hiccup cried a lot period.

Christmas in America with his host family was completely different. They didn't leave shoes at the window or waited for elves to come steal things or leave presents, but they hung stockings over the mantelpiece and their tree was huge, scraping the ceiling and so covered in tinsel and baubles that it sagged.

Even dinner was a new experience. A giant turkey sat in the middle of the table on Christmas night, not Christmas Eve. Green beans in some kind of white sauce and cranberry jelly were also stars at the meal. They said a prayer and Hiccup mumbled under his breath so he didn't feel left out or seem rude, then Val's husband carved the bird and they had a nice family meal with lots of talking and much passing of plates.

Jack came over the day after Christmas and Hiccup asked him questions about his own Christmas. Was it the same as what he'd experienced last night?

"Well, my dad's Russian, so we leave our shoes at the door on Christmas Eve and the next morning if we were bad we get sticks in them or if we were good we get candy." Jack leaned in to Hiccup, holding a hand over his mouth with a smirk. "One year, as a joke, Dad put a huge branch in my sister's shoe. She ended up crying, but the face she made before was hilarious."

"Do you put socks on mantel?" Hiccup asked one they'd both stopped laughing long enough to get a few breaths in. "Val did, but I don't understand why."

"Oh, yeah. Well I don't understand why we do it either, it's just what everyone does." Jack shrugged. "What do you do in Iceland?"

"We put shoes in window and _jólasveinar_ put presents in them. There thirteen and we eat big meal on Christmas Eve. But no socks. On Twelfth Night we dance with elves and trolls at festival." Oh Gods, that sounded really cheesy. Dancing with trolls. But it was the truth!

Jack laughed and Hiccup blushed. "That sounds amazing! Our family just visits and we open presents and eat dinner. Your Christmas sounds way funner."

"I like it too."

"But did you like your American Christmas? It was probably boring compared to yours, but…"

"I liked it. Val cooked huge meal and we had gifts."

"Well, it was probably nothing like dancing with elves, but if you liked it…" Jack smiled a huge smile, nudging Hiccup in the ribs. The two boys laughed. "Hey, you gotta come see the fireworks on New Year's."

"Fireworks?"

"Yeah, the fire station puts on a huge display every Year and everyone comes to watch. It's kinda lame, but since it's your first time here and all, I just, yanno, thought you'd might want to see it."

Hiccup smiled. "Yeah. I'd like to."

"Great! I'll call Val in a couple days, so be ready!"

The last couple days of 2013 dragged on, yet at the same time, seemed to fly by. On the 31st, Val was called by Jack, just as planned, asking Hiccup to come meet him and their group at the stop sign at the end of the street.

Val fussed and wrapped two scarves around Hiccup and shoving a thermos of hot cocoa into his jacket pocket. "You never know when you might need some warming up," she said in a motherly manner before shooing Hiccup out the door with a smile and a promise to be home by one.

"Yo, Hiccup!" Jack shouted from down the road as soon a Hiccup had shut the front door. The Icelander smiled shyly and waved. "Hurry up!"

The fire station had tons of flexi-chairs set up in the field behind their building as well as a small make-shift stage used for displaying the rows and rows of fireworks to go off at midnight. Sparklers were being handed out to children and adults and hot cocoa and cookies were being sold to raise money to send to the Burgess soup kitchen so they could renovate for a new kitchen.

Anna and Other Anna fussed over the inevitable cavities as they stuffed themselves with the cookies and Bunny stood with them in comfortable indifference. Sandy was signing his gibberish, too excited for the fireworks to bother making sense and Jack was telling Hiccup all about the different buildings on either side of the field and other traditions Burgess held.

"You don't have to be so shy, Hic," Jack said as he waved to little Jamie and his baby sister as their mother led them away. Hiccup had smiled silently, trying to seem interested in what Jack was discussing with the exuberant child, but failing horribly to mask his awkwardness. "You'll probably be the talk of the town long after you go home."

Oh great; a whole other town talking about how weird he was. Whoopee.

"Lots of people here haven't ever left town before so it's pretty cool to meet someone from someplace as cool as Iceland."

At that, Hiccup burst into laughs and started hiccupping. Jack gave him an odd look, but also burst out laughing.

"Iceland not cool. It is cold," Hiccup said between wheezes.

Jack snorted. "No, I mean, it's awesome. You know, cool, not cold. Wait…"

Hiccup took a few deep breaths to calm down. He was now flushed a bright red. "O-Oh. I-I didn't know what you meant."

"Naw, it's fine. Hey, look!" Jack pointed towards the small stage. "They're gonna shoot some off early! Let's go find a place to sit down." He grabbed Hiccup's arm and dragged him through the crowd, to the back so they could get a full view of the pyrotechnics.

"Have you seen fireworks before, Hic?" Jack asked as the two sat on a rock, just high enough off the ground that they didn't get wet from the soppy snow.

Hiccup nodded. "We have them at festivals."

"Cool. So you guys dance to elves under fireworks?" Jack gave Hiccup a playful smirk. He nudged the boy in the ribs, smiling.

The first rocket went off with a loud bang and whistle. It exploded with a crackle and the firework bloomed into a huge red flower.

"So, have you liked Burgess so far?" Jack asked after the echo faded some. "I mean, is it as good as you thought or worse?"

"It's good. Better than home sometimes."

"You don't really ever talk about your home."

"It's not bad, just quiet. I live on island near coast, er… Isle of Berk. Tiny, wet, quiet." Hiccup shrugged. "Not much. We fish for money and food."

"What's your dad like? Is he like, some Viking king?" Jack said with a laugh.

"He's big." Hiccup motioned with his hands both width and height. "Big and tall. He calls me _talmynd fiskur bein_. Talking fish bone." He pinched his fingers together. "I'm small."

Jacked guffawed, attracting some weird stares from the other people watching the fireworks. "That's hilarious, man. Talking fish bone. But it's better than Twinkle Toes.

"I have cat," Hiccup said after a few minutes. "I miss him."

"That sucks, dude," Jack said, patting his shoulder. "What's his name?"

"_Tannlaus_. Toothless." He smiled wistfully.

"Does he really not have any teeth?"

Hiccup shook his head. "When he was baby, not anymore. Fangs are sharp. He thinks he's dragon."

The two boys chatted, watching the explosions and laughing amiably as they sat on the small rock.

It was nearing one a.m. and Jack suddenly turned his body towards Hiccup, a serious look on his face. "Hey, Hiccup?"

"Hmm?"

Jack was twirling his fingers and shifting from side to side and acting very not like Jack. "I'm really glad we met."

"Me too. America is nice." Hiccup smiled awkwardly.

"Yeah. Um… A-Actually, the reason I wanted you to come with me tonight, you know, other than to watch the fireworks and all… um… heh. I-I—You see, I might like you a little more than say… Bunny. Right? So, um, I wanted to spend time with you; just you, you see? So I asked you here and now we're here and sitting here and—"

Hiccup put up a hand. "I don't understand. Talk slow."

"Oh, yeah. Hah." Jack took a breath. "Okay. So, I might like you like, like-like you. You understand?"

"Like-like?" Hiccup rose an eyebrow. He'd never heard of that one before. Maybe it was slang. He shook his head. "No. I don't understand."

Jack let out an awkward, cracked sigh-laugh hybrid and tried to explain again before all courage left him. "I like you like more than a friend, Hiccup. As in, boyfriend-girlfriend, just without the girlfriend part."

"So you like me as boy friend?" Hiccup was still confused as ever. Had Jack just realized he was a male? Americans were nice, but gods were they incompetent.

"Yes! Like, you know," Jack meshed his fingers together. "Like, together. Us, together. Holding hands and junk."

"Oh!" Hiccup smacked his forehead. "Together! You mean like husband and wife!"

"Yes!" Jack nearly shouted. "I mean, you know, if that doesn't gross you out or anything and if you still want to be friends and all."

"No one has ever wanted me like husband."

"W-Well, maybe not that far ahead, but I've thought of together."

Hiccup smiled like he always did, lopsided and awkward. "I think that's nice. But, how do relationship work? I live in Iceland. I leave soon."

"W-Well, we could do long-distance. People do that! At least, in the movies, they do. We could write letters or Skype."

"Skype is internet, yes?"

"Yes. You have video feed or instant message."

"We don't have internet very long on Berk. Only on mainland."

"Well, letters could be good. And we could set up dates for using Skype!"

"You thought a lot about this."

Jack nodded ardently. "Tons, actually. But, does that mean you're saying yes?"

"Maybe. No one ask before so I don't know how to say yes."

"Well, yes would be a good start."

"Alright." Hiccup shrugged bashfully. "Yes. I'll be with you like husband and wife."

Jack gave a mighty whoop and a few people nearby glanced with half-interest over until the next firework went off, lighting up the sky, then he leaned over and planted a quick smooch on Hiccup's temple.

The Icelander flushed a dark, rosy red and stuttered out something like a thank you.


End file.
